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Her stockings were crooked, which seemed to
David very pathetic, and without knowing it she
had her hand on her back where it was sore.

He filled the room with his great bulk, and
his red face was creased with kindliness. He
scratched his bare head, pushing his wig a little
awry* He talked because he saw that she was
near to tears,

4 Now, Judith, why must you do such a thing?
'Tisn't decent to be in the death-chamber, and it
was against all orders, as you very well knew.
Now, then, it is over, isn't it? Never to be spoken
of again, * . /

He went and picked her up and kissed hen
Had he known it (and it had been always one of
David's weaknesses that he was not clever at
perceiving things), this was, of everything that he
could do> the thing that she detested most

To be picked up, like a tiny baby, to be
dangled in the air, to be held close to this huge
man and feel his bristly cheek and smell the
odour of liquor and horsesj to have her neck
pricked by the sharp buttons of his coat, and,
worst of all> to have his great heart hammering
in her ear, this was the final ignominy!

She stayed passive, only when he would kiss
her mouth she turned her head aside. He put her
down with a grunting sigh. She was a problem,
this child, just as her mother Mirabell had been
before hen He did not understand her at all*

He looked at her, smiled an awkward, clumsy
smile, muttered, * We shall say no more about
the thing/ and stumped away.